herself to nourishment until she had studied Helen's
lover a little more. He seemed a gentleman, but had so
rattled her round that her powers of observation were
numbed. She glanced at him stealthily. To a feminine eye
there was nothing amiss in the sharp depressions at the
corners of his mouth, nor in the rather box-like construc-
tion of his forehead. He was dark, clean-shaven, and
seemed accustomed to command.
'In front or behind? Which do you prefer? It may be
windy in front.9
* In front if I may; then we can talk/
'But excuse me one moment - I can't think what they're
doing with that parcel.' He strode into the booking-office
and called with a new voice: 'Hi, hi, you there! Are you
going to keep me waiting all day? Parcel for Wilcox,
Howards End. Just look sharp!9 Emerging, he said in
quieter tones: 'This station's abominably organized; if I
had my way, the whole lot of 'em should get the sack. May
I help you in?'
cThis is very good of you,' said Mrs Munt, as she settled
herself into a luxurious cavern of red leather, and suffered
her person to be padded with rugs and shawls. She was
more civil than she had intended, but really this young
man was very kind. Moreover, she was a little afraid of him;
his self-possession was extraordinary. cVery good indeed,9
she repeated, adding:' It is just what I should have wished.*
'Very good of you to say so,' he replied, with a slight look
of surprise, which, like most slight looks, escaped Mrs
Munt's attention, 'I was just tooling my father over to
catch the down train.'
'You see, we heard from Helen this morning.'
Young Wilcox was pouring in petrol, starting his
engine, and performing other actions with which this
story has no concern. The great car began to rock, and the
form of Mrs Munt, trying to explain things, sprang agree-
ably up and down among the red cushions. 'The mater
will be very glad to see you,' he mumbled. 'Hi! I say.
Parcel. Parcel for Howards End. Bring it out. Hi!'
A bearded porter emerged with the parcel in one hand